To write-why not-eyes closed, fast advancing, with sure step, like a sightless person navigating through the crowd. Eyes closed, to perceive the iridescent movement inside oneself, twirling and gliding. Above all, not to immerse oneself in memory: rather, to touch nothing but its silkiness, or its slow tearing away. Rather, to imagine the air to be released, the space to be freed, navigating neither wildly nor recklessly, but with a steady hand.
Writing in order to flee, not in order to survive. Next fall, when I go to Oklahoma City, I shall begin to write, for myself, what will become a long poem, a poem set to the rhythm of walking, as though I were carried along by some slow caravan from the past; as though I were setting out to join the fenced-in Indian tribes of the last century who, most surely, wait for me; as though I were going to encounter the phantoms of the past-mine, certainly, as well as theirs... .2 I shall thus begin, next fall: To write close to, or rather, alongside the abyss.
"Alongside" is certainly as important as the last word, "abyss," if not more. "Alongside": since this will be, as it already is, a motionless race, simply an inner journey, a ceaseless wandering, without delay, with neither pause nor respite, a sometimes slow, sometimes precipitous advance, always forging ahead (if I should wake in the middle of the night, my sleepy voice softly sings, "Faraway friends are falling, oh, my poor heart!"). And & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 23, Iss. 1 [1999] As a fourteen-year-old girl, ready to enter into early matrimony, or perhaps married just recently, she suddenly wanted to obliterate the mother and her defeat, the stricken mother, taken away and so quickly buried. The grandmother, on this occasion, hardened herself, armed herself with virile energy, but also with a voracious silence and with the mud of forgetfulness.
Studies in 20th
At the price of forgetting, or pretending to forget, the mother's defeat, she, the grandmother, was able to live, with a strength first only glimpsed fleetingly, then recovered gradually, thanks to constant struggle. She turned her back on memory-with its ridges, its rough spots, its desert, and its sterility.
In the end, she presented herself to me as a virile foremother, unwilling to communicate to me the price she had to pay, initially and then again each day, silently. In a way, opening an abyss behind her, inverting her sexual role from that point on, she nevertheless wanted to become for me-me, the little girl of yesteryear sitting at evening gatherings by the glowing embers-the transmitter, the storyteller of heroic ways and deeds.
Deeds of men of old, of their battles, and of their glories, even in defeat.
Thus memory inverts itself. 
